TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
more love and knowledge of you*'.   Who remembers Mowbray ?
But who can forget:
Never did captive with a freer heart
Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace
His golden uncontroll'd enfranchisement,
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of batde with mine adversary.
Most mighty liege and my companion peers,
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years.
As gentle and as jocund as to jest,
Go I to fight: truth has a quiet breast.
Richard, however, can apparently only be moved by his own
eloquence. He stops the fight, and on some trumped-up suspicion
banishes Hereford for ten years and Mowbray for life:
The sly slow hours shall not exterminate
The dateless limit of thy dear exile;
The hopeless word of "never to return"
Breathe I against thee upon pain of life.
—And could not care less.
Then Mowbray speaks, then Shakespeare speaks for all the
banished, all down the years:
The language I have learnt these forty years,
My native English, now I must forego;
And now my tongue's use is to me no more'
Than an unstringed viol or a harp,
Or like a cunning instrument cas d up,
Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony;
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue,
Doubly portcullised with my teeth and lips;
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance
Is made my gaoler to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse,
Too far in years to be a pupil now;
What is thy sentence then but speechless death,
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath e
Franz Werfel, an author really successful in translation, exiled
to America after the Anschluss, said to me in 1937: "It is strange
to think that never again will I write a line to be read as I wrote
it in my bwn language/' I did not think then of the banishment
scene in "Richard n", but when I reread it, I knew that never need
we try to describe what the refugees of our present decade were
enduring in exile over the wide continents. That too was Shake-
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